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I think my star that was not swift to rise
But hung this long time strangled in dead cloud
Is even by this a fire in heaven, and hath
The heat and light in it of this dead man's
That it hath drunk up as a dew-drop drawn
Into the red mid heat of its own heart ;
And ye that walk by light of it shall stand
With morning on the footless mountain-tops
Crowned.

Hepburn, There are crags yet slippery to be clomb,
And scaurs to rend their knees and feet who rise.

BothwelL    I have my hand here on the throat of

time,

And hold mine hour of fortune by the hair.
Had I let slip this season I had fallen
Naked and sheer to break myself on death,
A cragsman crushed at the cliffs foot j but now
Chance cannot trip me, if I look not down
And let mine eye swim back among slain fears
To reckon up dead dangers ; but I look
High up as is the light, higher than your eyes,
Beyond all eagles' aeries, to the sun.

Ormiston.   You will be king ?

BotkwelL                Was I not crowned last night ?

The hand that gave those dead stones wings to fly
Gave wings too to my fortune, and the fire
That sprang then in our faces, on my head
Was as the gold forefigured on a king's.